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Summary: "All the ways you love him, and still there are pieces of 
you that he'll never see. Who do you save them for? For me? Is there 
no one else you'd rather spent time with?" "I shouldn't need to 
validate my feelings to the man who knows them all." - Jasper and 
Rosalie, conversations on the rooftop 


1 . Chapter 1 

_Everybody loves the things you do ... From the way you talk, to the 
way you move. . ._ 

I could hear the lyrics streaming low from the ear-piecesof her 
iPhone. Tuning out the music, I felt the gentle, soothing sway of her 
emotions, like a dusting breeze through the lower branches of the 
forest. I walked to the edge of the room, peered around the corner 
and watched, at peace, as she moved steadily through the room, eyes 
closed, the sounds all in her heart as she danced slowly. If I 
trusted myself, I would ask if she'd prefer a partner. No lady should 
be made to dance alone, I had be raised. She was too much though, in 
all the small ways that don't typically matter. In her case it was 
different. She was bold and subtle, bumps and scratches didn't faze 
her but in my presence I could destroy her. I'd done it before, for 
many years, too many people. 

"Jasper, " I turned and looked at Rosalie, who watched me with a 
degree of uncertainty so minute I wouldn't have caught it if I didn't 
know her as I did. "Are they still hunting?" 

"Yes, you know Emmett comes straight to you when he comes home." 

" I know, " 

"Then why ask?" 

"Are you ... Do you need anything?" 



I study her as she studies me, her bright amber eyes startling 
against her marble skin and blonde hair. What does she see, I 
wondered often, and time and again even now. I may play the part of 
her twin, but how much does she see in similarities, and how much 
more in differences, even after all these years? She smiles lightly, 
heavily, a small smile that holds the weight of the silence in its 
slight up-turned corners. Stepping closer she gives me a hug, strong 
enough to dare me to protest, soft enough that it could only be 
genuine. "You're a good person Jasper. Your scars might be visible, 
but we all have them. At least you're a good person." 

I tried to understand the subtext, the exclusions and exceptions 
buried wordless in her statements but she held me and that all no 
longer mattered. "Thank you, " 

"You want to hunt later?" 


"I didn't think you were thirsty." 


"I'm better company than crickets... You know where to find me if you 
change your mind." 

"Rose," she stopped, turned back without returning. "You're a good 
person too . " 


I waited for the confident reply, the 'I know' or 'Obviously, ' all 
the smart-remarks and bold-faced persona that occupied so much of her 
stage-life. Instead she smiled again, a fleeting expression 
accompanied by a singular nod of gratitude, and she walked away. I 
glanced back at Bella, who sat now on the couch, still for the moment 
- as still as a human could be - and turned away, following after 
Rosalie . 


2 . Chapter 2 
[-] [Jasper] [-] 

It took a long time for Rosalie to warm up to the idea that I had 
inadvertently intruded into her quaint family haven with my partner 
Alice, likely for many reasons. For one, Alice is a lively spirit. 
She's a bold woman with an artist's soul and a perchance to glimpsing 
the future should she want to bad enough. Whenever Alice spoke about 
a vision, Rosalie would roll her eyes. No one ever saw her do it, but 
I could feel the annoyance rolling through her, long and 
slow-simmering, and I couldn't help but make plays to tone it down. 
Nobody would compare to my Alice, the light of my dark life, the one 
who had saved me from myself in the way she offered a hand and a life 
and a hope outside my bleak existence that I didn't understand could 
ever possibly exist. 

Rosalie, at first, before she warmed up to us, was a threat to this 
happiness, a negative in the new positives I'd been led to by Alice. 
Still, I couldn't be angry with her. I wouldn't want to live with me 
either, planned or not. Even now I sometimes question why Alice was 
so dead-set on loving me. 

So our relationship, Rosalie and I, it began slowly, in the way the 
winter drags it's heels in protest of spring's approach. There was no 



legging then all-at-once with us. It was all resistance. And then, 
like the end of Canadian winter, nobody realized the tensions had 
truly passed until summer was upon us. 

[-] [Rosalie] [-] 

I'm glad I don't know what it's like to live with all the wrongs he's 
done. The changes, the fledglings, the wars, the murders - you don't 
need much more than a pair of working eyes to see the damage 
engrained in him, the hideously obvious scarring. We all make our 
choices, after the initial choice is made for us. 

These thoughts pool into my mind as I watch the boys return, racing 
and laughing with each other like schoolboys at the fair. Jasper just 
always seems to be holding back, more reserved than Edward in a 
keenly, unsettlingly aware manner; certainly not as boisterous as my 
Emmett, who even now is jumping through the trees in a show of 
strength. When Edward's eyes glance up to where I stand on the second 
floor I turn my thoughts off, smile and wave. I know Edward would 
never say anything without my permission, but that doesn't mean I 
want him to know everything. He raises a hand in return, and Emmett, 
focusing to see who Edward is communicating with, grins that charming 
grin and in a blur races ahead. 

"Rose, " Before I can turn around to face the advance of his stride 
Emmett lifts me off my feet, turns me to face him and pulls me into 
his familiar chest with those comfortable arms. I relax into them 
immediately, always amazed by the tension in my shoulders than 
evaporates when he comes back home. "How was your day?" 

"Dull, readings mostly." I reply, sneaking a kiss before he puts me 
down. "How was your hunt?" 

"Great - two bears and a mountain lion! What have you been working 
on, biophysics?" 

I nod, gesturing to the stacks of paper set up on the low table 
beside the coffee. I brew it more for the smell than to drink. It was 
bitter to drink when I was human, now it's down-right foul. "It's not 
hard work, just time consuming." 

"Well, we have plenty of that, don't we? Perhaps I could take your 
mind off it for a little while?" 

"Fuelled and ready to go hey Emmett?" Edward had propped himself 
against the doorframe, smirking with those old-fashioned eyes of 
his . 

I rolled mine not unkindly, "You're shameless Edward." 

"Not as shameless as me." Emmett boasted, that perfect grin of his 
never faltering as he crossed his arms leisurely, adding, "Keep that 
mind out of the gutter there Ed, I was only offering a game of 
chess . " 

"Likely story," my own voice scoring higher than Edward's as we spoke 
in unison. My adoptive brother chuckled; I waved him off with a small 
gesture, "You two enjoy your chess. I'm going out." I leaned in and 
gave Emmett a parting kiss, a promise to come back. "Love 
you . " 



"Love you more, " his voice hardly loud enough to detect, yet still 
with all the volume in the world. 


End 
f ile . 



